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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

read than Lady Gregory's prose versions of the Irish legends, 
and its arrangement is dramatic; it holds the interest to 
the end. 

This is hardly a divergence from the subject of Mr. 
O'Conor's poems, since they belong to the same world. In 
this book he re-tells the story of Ailill and Etain, and makes 
a mystery play called Cormac's Christmas of another old 
legend. In this he has captured the simplicity and charm 
of the early "mystery" form very successfully. A Masque 
of Flowers is the third long poem in the book, and these 
longer contributions are interspersed with lyrics, many of 
which have the exact quality of old Irish poems; for instance, 
The Song of Angus and Caer, or In the Monastery, or The 
Monk Pauses in His Labor, These are as fine as anything 
in the volume. A. C. H. 

CAMMAERTS AGAIN 

Messines et Autres Poemes, by Emile Cammaerts. John 

Lane, London. 

We are glad to welcome another book by Emile Cam- 
maerts, whose previous work we reviewed in September, 
1917. The dedication, bearing the title of L'A'ieule, is a 
touching commentary on old age. But these poems are al- 
most all about the war. Whether a soldier speaks, or a 
flower, or a bird, we always hear the war-thought. Messines, 
the title-piece, is less fine, I think, than some of the other 
work. Les Jacinthes is an exquisite lyric. There is a lofty 
epitaph on a young soldier killed before Dixmude. The 
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Cammaerts Again 

same poetic quality which distinguished Chants Patriotiques 
et Autres Poemes is sustained in this new volume. I feared 
that I might not find here the equals of U Amour de la 
Patrie and Frere Jacques; but Verdun is a spirited thing, 
and its martial refrain, "Verdun tient toujour*," conveys 
a real thrill. 

In Dans les Cotswolds the author has achieved lyrically 
and potently an utterance of the sense of time's vastness 
and earth's eternity, and also of their superb insolence and 
unconsciousness in the overwhelming calm of a spring day. 
This same sense of time's immense unity is evident in the fine 
poem called he Dernier Croise, which was written at Easter 
time in 1 916, after the first battle of Gaza. Tommy in his 
khaki watches at the base of Calvary. The breeze is blowing 
from Syria. How long is it since they laid Him there? 
How long is it since they sealed the tomb? Here are frag- 
ments of it: 

Qu'attcnd-il, brun dans la nuit brune, 
Sous la brise syrienne? 
Qu'attend-il, au pied de la croix, 
Sous le croissant de la lune? 
Est-ce-que ses freres reviennent: 
Richard, Robert, Louis, et Godefroid? 



Tommy ecoute une cloche qui tinte, 

Tinte, tinte dans son village. 

C'est Paques ici et Paques la-bas. 

La lune soudain s'est eteinte 

Derriere un nuage. 

Depuis combien de temps L'ont-ils enferme la? 

Dites, Richard, Robert, Louis, et Godefroid? — 

La nuit se passe et l'aube pointe, 

Les merles sifflent dans les haies d'Elstree. 
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Tommy veille, Tommy reve, Tommy prie. 
La brise souffle de Syrie. 

Very beautiful is a Berceuse de Guerre, wherein a mother 
sings to her child while her heart voices a song for her 
husband far away at war: an old story, but worked out 
with strong originality. John Carpenter has brought out 
the full beauty of this poem in a wonderful musical setting. 

The arrangement of the book, with its English title-page 
and explanations, is too suggestive of a language text-book. 

Agnes Lee Freer 

CORRESPONDENCE 

CONCERNING HILDA CONKLING 

The following letters ask and answer a number of ques- 
tions which have been received at this office: 

Dear Poetry: Could you not give your readers more explicit 
information as to just how those poems of Hilda Conkling's are 
done: To what extent does her mother select, rearrange and give 
form? Is it all actually improvised as given? Then I must make 
a pilgrimage to Hilda and kiss her little hands. What a delight- 
ful little genius! For You, Mother and The Dew-light are, quite 
without qualification, among the very best things in the July num- 
ber, which is one of the most notable I have seen. Such queer 
little flashes of imagination! "With a curl of cloud and a feather 
of blue," "The white bunnies beg him for dew," "It is time for 
summer when the birds come back to pick up their lonesome songs," 
and many others! E. Sapir 

Dear Miss Monroe: I do not change words in Hilda's poems, 
nor alter her word-order; I write down the lines as rhythm dic- 
tates. She has made many poems which I have had to lose be- 
cause I could not be certain of accurate transcription. I make 
notes on those I keep, to be sure I have them as she says them. I 
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